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Disciple of Joy, in the forefront of modern mockery, she
was yet conscious of pity, for him and for herself. It was
hard not to be able to tell him to run out, get licence and
ring, or whatever he set store by, and have done with it!
Not even that she was ready to have done with it without
ring or licence ! For one must keep one's head. She had
watched one lover growing tired, kept her head, and dis-
missed him before he knew it; grown tired of another,
kept her head, and gone on till he was tired too. She had
watched favourices she had backed go down, kept her
head and backed one that didn't; had seen cards turn
against her, and left off playing before her pile was gone.
Time and again she had earned the good mark of Modernity.
So she kissed the top of his head, unclasped his hands,
and told him to be good ; and, in murmuring it, felt that
she had passed her prime.
" Amuse me while I paint," she said.    " I feel rotten."
And Francis Wilmot, like a dark ghost, amused her.
Some believe that a nose from which blood has been
drawn by a blow swells less in the first hour that it does
later. This was why Sir Alexander MacGown arrived
at half-past four to say that he could not come at five.
He had driven straight from the House with a little bag
of ice held to it. Having been led to understand that
the young American was c now in Paris,' he stood stock
still, staring at one whose tie was off and whose collar
was unbuttoned. Francis Wilmot rose from the divan,
no less silent. Marjorie Ferrar put a touch on the
canvas.
" Come and look, Alec ; it's only just begun."
" No, thanks," said MacGown.
Crumpling his tie into his pocket, Francis Wilmot bowed
and moved towards the door.
" Won't you stay for tea, Mr. Wilmot ? "